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	1. Chapter 1

Hero With a Serial Number

Chaos. Both muggle and wizard worlds are under attack. Voldemort has taken over the ministry, and Harry's days are numbered. Horcruxes are gone. When hope has failed, a protector comes to Hogwarts.

Harry sprinted down the corridor. Just as he rounded the corridor, the wall of stone behind him melted into slag. Adrenaline coursed through his veins as another ball of sizzling heat rocketed by his right ear. Feeling his skin blister from the heat, Harry looked through eyes burning with sweat, towards the great hall doors, now titanium-A armor plated. Two students held the door open a fraction as Harry pushed off of the ground with all of the exhausted energy he had. Sailing through the doors, the two students pushed the great doors shut, and locked them. Harry, on the floor now, could hear the impacts as spell-work and plasma alike pounded into the titanium. Hermione, Ginny and Ron ran worriedly up to him; Ginny and Hermione sobbing loudly as they gazed upon the wounds that now scarred Harry's back. Burns blistered, and curses throbbed as a medic stumbled up to him, wounded also.

"You did it mate," said Ron, his eyes tearing up also. "He's gone isn't he?" Harry just silently nodded, feeling his eyes close. The entire school looked down towards Harry. Ginny sobbed louder, if possible. Harry closed his eyes, and sighed outward with a finality that rivaled all. Ginny fell to her knees. Hands over her eyes. She cried over Harry's still body, the tears washing away the blood that seeped out of the lightning bolt scar on his forehead.

"Its not over," Said Hermione, "there is more to be done." Looking over the doors, she listened as the pounding continued…

Ill try to post again soon. Please review.


	2. Authors Note and a bit of my Mind

A/N: I have grown up a lot since starting my fanfic reading/writing career in 8th grade. I have had this story in my head since then, bouncing around in multiple variations. I dare say that the first chapter is ABHORRINGLY short; however, I don't seem to have the time, or the patience, to finish what I have started. This story has evolved since this previous version, to what I now plan to write bunny for.

I am going to write what I would be an ACTUAL war of Muggles vs. Voldemort.

"Hey Bella, what you suppose that dernd whistlin' sound is?" BOOM

Or

"Bella, you have a peculiar dot on your forehead"

Get the picture? I am now going to go on a rant, just BTW for all of you who agree with me.

How many kids are in each year and each house of Hogwarts, hmmmm? I would say no more then 30, which is, in total, 120 kids to a grade, 840 total. So there are 120 eleven year old wizards at any one time? In all of the UK and Ireland? Granted, there are multiple children per capita, but I am guessing an average of two, right? That's about 420, ja? So 420 wizarding familys at one time… and 1/20 of them are "evil." That's not a big number, considering Voldemort's inner circle was 16 people.

Also, weaponry. You say AVADA KEDAVRA!!!1! I twitch my finger, or I can hold it down and spread about 10 AKs a second up your wimpy little white ass. Not to mention smart missiles, directed energy(ja I know) tanks, flying vehicles that cruise over mach speeds. It's not much of a challenge for the "lowly" muggles now is it. The only reason that our people would be dying off so much is because people like Fudge decide the play the ostrich game, and stick their head up you know where. They also cannot conceive that muggles could do such things.

Ok, I am done now, thank you very much. Good night, and good luck.


End file.
